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CHRISTIANA. 

(from the GERMAN OF MATTHIAS CLUNDIUS.) 

A STARLET brightly gleaming, 
At eve there wont to be ; 
Fondly fell the gentle beaming 
Of that starlet upon me. 

I knew, when the orbs were twining 

Their dances in the sky, 
Where to look for the place of its shining. 

The light of its golden eye. 

And many a time thus standing, 

I felt my bosom swell. 
And my heart to heaven expanding. 

With joy that I may not tell. 

And that star in its spotless splendour 

I seek still as before ; 
But that ray so true and tender 

Shines, alas ! for me no more. 



The Wanderer in the Saw-mill. 



THE WANDERER IN THE SAW-MILL. 

(from the GERMAN OF KERNER.) 

BESIDE a streamlet dreaming, 
In sweet repose I lay, 
Watched the murmuring mill-wheel gleaming, 
And the rippling waters' play. 

Watched the polished saw dividing 

The ancient forest pine. 
Rising, falling, swiftly gliding, 

In firm, unaltered line. 

Then the pine-tree began burring 

A mournful melody ; 
And, every fibre stirring. 

Softly sang these words to me : — 

* All in good time appearing. 
Thou com'st no more to part ; 



Der Waitderer in der SdgmiiJile. 



Det SBanbeter in ber ©dgmfi^Ic. 
(93on Sufilnug ^ner,) 

2)ort unten in ber a^ul^Ie 

®a^ i^ in fu^er Slu^^ 
Unb fal^ bem Sfldbcrfriele, 

Unb fo)^ ben SBaffern gu. 

@a]^ ju ber Blanfen ®dgc, 
(53 njar mir njie ein Xraum, 

2)ie Bal^nte lange SBege 
3n einen Sannenfcaum. 

©ie 5!anne war n?te lefcenb; 

3n 3!rauermeIobie 
£)ur^ afle ffafem ietenb, 

(Sang biefe SBorte fie : 

„Du fe^rfi jur re^ten ©tunbe, 
O SQBanberer, l^ier ein ; 



The Wanderer in the Saw-milL 

For thee this saw-blade shearing 
Cleaves my tough and knot-bound heart 

* For thee, thy wanderings over, 
Soon shalt thou yield thy breath ; 

This wood thy bones shall cover 
In the iron sleep of death.' 

Tumbled down four planks appalling, 

My heart shook to its core, 
From my lips the words were falling. 

When the mill-wheel tum'd no more. 



Der Wanderer in der Sdgmiihle. 
Du iiji'g, pit ben bie SBunbc 



Du bifi'g, pit ben njitb njcrben, 
SBenn futj genjanbett bu, 

5)lef »§oIg im Sc^of bet @tben 
©tt (S^teltt jut langen aiu]^'." 

98let aStettet fal^ Ic^ faflen, 

SDHt ttjatb'3 um'3 »5etj fo fi^tret, 
©tt aB5ttIeln woflt' ie^ laOen, 

£>a ging ba^ Slab nid^t me||t. 
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THE SONG OF THE POOR MAN. 

(from the GERMAN OF LUDWIG UHLAND.) 

A POOR man, in the world alone, 
I plod — ^none walk with me ; 
And yet in days of old I wont 
Of merry mood to be. 

In my dear parents' happy home, 

A gladsome child I played ; 
But bitter sorrow is my lot, 

Since in the tomb they're laid. 

I see the rich man's garden flowers 

Their golden harvest bear ; 
Alas ! no fruit nor flow'ret blooms 

Bestrew the path of care. 

Yet still I pace with silent woe 
Amid the human swarm. 



Lied eines Armen. 



8ieb cineg 5lrmen. 
(23on 8ubtrig U^tanb.) 

3d^ Bin fo gar ein arnier $Wann 

Unb ge^e ganj attein, 
3d^ mdd^te trol^t nur cin mat nod^ 

ated^t frol^en SJJutl^ee fein. 

3n meiner Heten ^Item ^^^x^, 
ffior id^ cin frol^cg .^inb; 

2)er Bitt're »f ummer ifi mein ^elt 
@eit fie tegraten flnb. 

2)er gjcid^en Odrten fel^ id^ tlul^n, 

3^ fe^ blc gotbnc ®aat ; 
SKeln ifi ber unfrud^tBarc 3Beg, 

Ser ©org' unb $W% trat. 

2)oc^ ttjctr id^ gem mit jHttem SBe^', 
3tt frol^er 3JJenfc^n ®d^n?arm, 



Tlie Song of tfie Poor Man. 

And wish good-morrow to them all, 
So heartfelt and so warm. 

O bounteous God ! Thou leaVst me not 

Forlorn, bereft of love ; 
Sweet dew of hope for all the world 

Drops from the heavens above. 

Still rises on each village green 

Thy holy house of prayer ; 
The organ and the choral song 

Are sweetly mingled there. 

Still shines the sun, the moon, the stars, 

So fondly o'er me poured \ 
And when the evening curfew tolls, 

I speak with Thee, O Lord. 

And when to each good man Thy halls 

Of joy shall opened be, 
Then shall I come in wedding garb, 

And sit me down with Thee. 



Lied eines Armen. 

Unb xsMS^i {ebem guten ^ag, 
@o 1^114 unb fo toarm* 

O reid^er @ott ! bu lie^efl boc^ 
^\6cji gonj mid^ freubenleer ; 

®n filler ^rofi fur aHe ffielt 
@rgief t fid^ l^lmmell^er. 

0lod^ jietgt tn {ebem ©orjleln grfin 

S)eitt l^itig ^auS ett4)or, 
Die Orgel unb ber S^orgefang 

©rtinet jebem D^r» 

9lo<3^ leud^ten ©oime, 3J^onb unb ©tern 

So ne6e)!?oB aud^ mir, 
Unb ttjenn bie QCbenbglode %^if 

©0 reb' id^, ^err, mlt blr. 

©n^ dffhet iebem Outen fld^ 

2)etn l^ol^er Sreubenfaal, 
2)ann fomm aud^ Id^ im SeierHeib 

Unb fe^ mld^ ang m^\. 
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THE LITTLE HYDRIOTE BOY. 

(from the GERMAN OF W. MULLER.) 

WHEN on my feet, a toddling child, I scarce 
seem'd firm to be. 
My father took me even then adown unto the sea, 
And taught me easily to swim, by aid of his strong 

hand. 
And dive down till with tiny head I touched upon the 

sand; 
And thrice a silver sixpence he oft cast into the wave, 
And thrice I had to bring it up, ere it to me he gave. 
Then he put the rudder in my hand, the struggling boat 

to steer, 
And by my side he stood himself, the unwonted toil 

to cheer ; 
And show'd me how, with stalwart stroke, to break the 

billow's might, 
To shun the eddying whirlpool's power, and with the 

breakers fight 



Der kleine Hydriot. 1 1 



2)er fleinc ^ipbriot 
(Son ffi, aWxOer.) 

3cl^ ttjar cln Helncr ^abc, jianb feji !aum auf t)eni 

Sein', 
I)a nal^m mid^ fd^on mcin QSater mit in bag SKeer 

l^inein, 
Unb le^rte Idd^t mid^ fd^trlmmen an feiner fld^em 

^anb, 
Unb in bic Stutcn taud^en Big nieber auf ben ®anb. 
®n @iltcrjiu(!d^en ttjorf er brcimat ing $Weer l^inaB, 
Unb breimal muft i^'g l^olen, el^ er'g jum IBol^n mir 

gat. 
Bonn tci^t' er mir ein fltuber, ]§ie^ in ein SBoot mid^ 

er fetter BtieB jur ©eite mir unJ?erbroffen jiel^n, 

ffiieg mir, wie xa^Xi bie SBoge mit fd^arfem ©tillage 

Brid^t, 
ilBie man bie SBirBel meibet unb mit ber Sronbung 

fi*t. 



1 2 The L ittle Hydriote Boy. 

And from the little boat, straightway into a ship I 

pass'd, — 
On many a rock-bound coast the gales our labouring 

vessel cast ; 
I sat upon the lofty mast, and looked o'er sea and land, 
And saw the hills and waning towers sweep by me on 

the strand. 
My father bade me mark the course of every sea-bird's 

flight. 
Whence the winds blow, and whence the clouds come, 

marching in their might : 
And stormy winds strained the stout mast, till it stooped 

into the sea, 
And the vex'd waves spat up their spray in feathery 

foam o'er me ; 
And father gazed with searching glance upon my boyish 

face. 
As I sat upon my dizzy height, nor sign of fear could 

trace; 
And then he said, and his cheek wax'd red with pride 

and tearful joy, 
* God bless thee, up there on thy mast, my little Hydriote 

boy!' 

And on to-day my father put the sword into my hand. 
And consecrated me to fight for God and fatherland. 



Der kleine Hydriot, 1 3 

Uttb t)on bem Heinen ^ol^ne gingg jlugS in grofic 

® trietctt ung blc Stfinnc um mand^cS Sclfenrlff, 

3^ faf auf l^o^cm SWajic, fd^aut' fiter SKcer unb 

8anb, 
(SS fd^ttjetten Scrg' unb ^fitme J?orii6er mit bem 

©tranb. 
Set ffiater l^icf m^ merfen auf {ebeg 93ogel8 ?JIug, 
5tuf atler ffiinbe ffie^n, auf aUer aBolfcn 3ug; 
Unb Bogen bann bic ©tfirme ben 3JJafi 6i0 in ble 

Unb f()ri^en bann ble SBogen l^od^ Mer meinen 

*&ut, 
2)a fa^ ber SSater ^jrfifenb mlr tn bag ^Ingefid^t— 
3d^ fa^ in meinem ^orte unb rfittette mid^ nid^t — 
I) a f^jrad^ er^ unb bie SBange ttjarb i^m n?ie 99tut fo 

,fmA ju auf beinem SKajie, bu fleiner ^^briot ! " 



Unb %tyxii gat ber SSater ein ©d^wert mir tn bie 

^anb, 
Unb wei^te mlc^ jum «ffiant()fe fur ®ott unb aSater* 

Ianb» 



14 The Little Hydriote Boy, 

He measured me from top to toe with his keen eagle 

eye, 
I felt as if my very soul that piercing look could spy ; 
But I held my sword aloft to heaven, and met his eye 

serene. 
And for the time I felt myself a man in every vein ; 
And once more to his cheek rush'd red the purple hue 

of joy, 
*God bless tliee, with thy maiden sword, my gallant 

Hydriote boy ! ' 



Der kleine Hydriot 1 5 

^ ma^ mic^ mit t)en SBIiden t)om ^o))f Big §u tien 
SUht njor'e, atS t^6t fcln Sluge l^inab in'S «§crj mir 

3^ l^iclt mein @d^n?ei:t gen ^immel unb fd^aut i:^n 

flc^er an 
Unb bdud^te mid^ gur ©tunbe nidbt fd^Ied^ter ate ein 

SKann, 
Da ft)tad^ er unb bie SBange trarb Sf^vx trie Slut fo rotJ^ : 
„@liittf gu mit beinem ©d^werte, bu Heiner ^^i^briot ! " 



1 6 Heiiry the Fowler. 



HENRY THE FOWLER. 

(from the GERMAN OF KLOPSTOCK.) 

BEHOLD the foe ! the fight begins ! 
Forward, you conquering band ! 
Lo, the best man is at our head 
That breathes in Fatherland ! 

They bear him forth, — no traces now 

Of sickness he retains ; . 
Hail, Henry ! hero, hail, and man. 

Upon these iron plains. 

Proud Honour's fire glows in his eye. 

And Victory steps before, 
Around him many a noble helm. 

Oft dyed in hostile gore. 

Thou trusty sword our Kaiser wields. 
Thy fiercest lightnings shed, 



Heinrick der Vogler, 17 



«&einrid^ ber Sogler. 
(93on ^to)3Jio(!.) 

©cr ?Jelnb ifi ba ! bie ©d^lad^t Bcginnt ! 

SBol^tauf jum @ieg ^vcM ! 
(5e fu^ret ung ber Befie SKann 

3m ganjctt SSatertanb ! 

^eut f&l^let cr bie Jlranfl^it nicl^t, 

S)ort ttagen fie \i)n ^tt. 
«§cil, ^einrid^ ! ^eil ber «&elb unb fTOann 

3m eifemen Oefab. 

©eln 9lntli| gtii^t ijon ^^rtegier 
Unb l^fd^t ben ©leg l^ertei I 

®^on ifi um i^n ber eble ^elm 
mt geinbeSBtut tefrrifet 

®treu fiird^rtar' ©tralen um bid^ 1^ 
©d^ttjert In beS ^ijir0 »&anb. 



1 8 Henry the Fowler. 

That war may pour its iron rain 
Innocuous o'er his head. 

Then welcome death for Fatherland ! 

And when each sinking head 
Can wave war's purpled plume no more, 

Then welcome Honour's bed ! 

Before us let the open field 

In gory pomp expand ; 
Where the red carnage thickest smokes, 

We strike for Fatherland. 

Then tread we with exulting step 
Where slaughtered heroes lie ; 

Hurrah ! through marrow and through bone 
Thrills Victory's piercing cry. 

A keener sense of rapture fills 
The bridegroom and the bride 1 

He marks our banners waving high, 
And clasps her hand with pride, 

And says : Here come the heroic band, 

The valiant war-gods, see. 
Who fought so well for Fatherland, — 

Fought, too, for thee and me. 



Heinrick der Vogler. 19 

Den SBeg J?orft6ergcl^ ! 

aBitlfommen Sxb fur'g Saterlanb! 

SBenn unfer flnfenb' «&aiH)t 
@d§on Slut Bebetft, bann jicrBen n?lt 

a»it giu^m furs aSaterlanb ! 

SBenn s^ot un0 wirb eln offheS Selb 

Unb n?it nur S^obte fel^n 
ffieit um un0 l^er, bann flegen n?ir 

fTOit ghi^m furg aSaterlanb ' 

©ann treten n?ir mit l^ol^em ©d^rltt 

5tuf Seid^namen ba^er, 
©ann iaud^jen n?it im ©Icgggefid^tci 

2)a8 ge^t bur^ fTOarf unb Sein. 

Un8 i)relji mlt frol^em Ungejium 

2)er SBrdut^gam unb bie Srout ! 
®r fiel^t bie ^o^en Sol^nen n?el^n, 

Unb brucit il^t fanfl bie »§anb. 

Unb frtl^t ju i:^r : ©a fommen fie, 

S)ie^ege0gotterl^! 
@le jhitten In ber l^ei^en ©d^Iad^t 

9lud^ flit un8 Beibe mit. 



20 Henry the Fowler, 

The mother, too, with tears of joy, 
Her boy strains to her breast. 

And follows with her moistened eye 
The Kaiser's regal crest. 

And when in death we silent sleep. 
Then o'er our sacred tomb. 

Fair Glory weaves immortal wreaths, 
And deathless garlands bloom. 



Heinrichder VogUr, 21 

UnS <3reiji ber Steuben S^dnen ijotl 

Die Sautter unb il^r ^nb ! 
@ie brudt ben ,RnaBen an il^r «&erg, 

Unb flel^t bem ^aifer na(3^. 

UnS folgt ein aiul^m; ber enjlg W&i, 

aBenn njir gejiorten flnb, 
©efiorBen fur bag SSaterlanb 

i)en el^tenijoHen 3^ob. 
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THE HEATH INN. 

(from the GERMAN OF LENAU.) 

AS through Hungaria's land I strayed 
Soft pulsing joys stole o'er me, 
Bush, hamlet passed, and greenwood shade,- 
A silent heath before me. 

The moorland was so still, so bare. 

Dark thunder-clouds o'erlaying 
The evening sky, and here and there 

Thin lightning lines were playing. 

Something struck on my listening ear, 

Faint, — miles away appearing ; 
To the crisp grass I laid my ear, 

Methought 'twas steeds careering. 

And near and nearer as they bore. 
Earth 'gan to tremble under. 



Die Haidesclimke. 2 3 



2)ie «&aibefc^enfe. 
(Son Senau.) 

3c^ gofl \m^% njeite Ungerlanb; 

STOeln «&erj fanb fclne 8i:eube, 
2Ca 5)orf unb SSufd^ unb SBaum ioerf(3^njanb 

Sluf einer fiiHett «§aibe. 

S)le «&aibe tear fo jHU, fo leer; 

9tm 9t6ettb^immel jogen 
5)ie SBolfen l^in, genjitterf(3^wer, 

Unb lelfe SSli^e flogen. 

2)a |>5rt' i(3^ in ber Seme tcaa 

3n bun!Ier, meilenweiter; 
3d^ legte ^8 D^r an '% fnat))}e ®ra8, 

Wx njor'a, ate famen aieiter. 

Unb ate fie famen ndl^enrartS, 
SBegann ber ©runb ju jlttem, 



24 The Heath Inn, 

Quick as a quivering heart before 
The bursting peal of thunder. 

And now of steeds a maddening throng, 
Urged by the herdsmen bounding, 

Swept like a hurricane along. 
Loud lash on lash resounding. 

The black horse cast the plain behind 
With iron hoofs fierce tearing, 

And flung aside the whistling wind, 
Unrecked the herdsman's swearing. 

But still 'mid all that stormy speed, 
Swift as the wild brute bore him. 

With leg tight curving round the steed, 
The rider lords it o'er him. 

Away they flew, whence in its might 
The thunder-cloud came marching. 

And vanished as it were that night. 
Clasped in her arms o'erarching. 

Methought I saw each raven mane 
Still o'er the landscape looming, 

Still heard their hoofs upon the plain, 
Adown the moorland booming. 



Die Haideschenke. 25 

®tctS Banger, njie ein jageg «§erg 
SBel nol^ttben ©enjittem, 

«&ertp6te nun ein jpferbel^auf 

SSon «&irten angctrieBen 
3u tajilog njilben ©tunneglauf 

a»lt louten ©eifel^ieBen. 

Der afl(H3<3e ^(jeitfi^t ben @nmb gefd^njinb 

3urucf mit jlarfen «§ufen, 
aBltft aug bem ffiege fid^ ben SBinb, 

«&ort nic^t fein fd^eltcnb aiufen. 

©ejnjungen iji in jirenge «§ap 

S)e8 ffiilbfangg tolled Sagen, 
Denn flammemb l^errfcJ^t beg Sleiterg ^a^, 

Urn feinen SBaud^ gefcJ^Iagen. 

@ie flogen l^in, irol^er mit SKac^t 

Dag SGBetter !am gebrungen, 
SBerfd^njanben — 06 bie SBolfennacJ^t 

STOit einmal |le J?erfd^lungen. 

2)od^ meint' i(3^ nun unb immer nod^ 

3u l^dren unb ju fel^n 
Der «&ufe bonnembeg @ei)od&, 

S)er SKd^nen fd^worjeS ffie^en. 
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Each cloud now seemed a courser dark, 

To fanc/s eye appearing 
To sweep o^er heaven's echoing park, 

In thunder-race oareering. 

The storm a gallant horseman, loud 

His jovial carol singing, 
That whipped amain the huddling crowd, 

The lightning's red lash swinging. 

Ran to a burst, for lack of breath. 
Their hoofs now faintly clatter, 

Their smoking sweat upon the heath 
In rain-drops 'gan to patter. 

And now the deepening twilight falls 

Upon my lonely roaming, 
And from the distant hills white walls 

Shone glimmering through the gloaming. 



The storm was hushed, the lightning o'er, 

And, as in joyous seeming. 
Sprang the broad rainbow o'er the moor, 

From end to end bright-beaming. 



Die Haidesckenke. 27 

S)te SBolfen fdbicnen 9loffe mlr, 

5)le eilenb ftd^ ijennengten, 
5)eg «&tmmela l^aHenbe^ Slc^ier 

3m 5)onnerIauf burd^frtengten. 



2)er Stunn eitt tcacfeer Sloffefneti^t, 
®eitt muntre^ Siebd^cn ftngenb, 

5)af fl(3^ bie «&eerbcn tummein ted^t, 
S)ea SBUleg @eif el fd^njingenb- 

®(3^on tannten flcl^ bie Sloffe l^f , 

SKatt irarb ber «&ufc ^Rfo^fen, 
Unb auf bte «&aibe fan! il^r @(3^weif 

3tt \6fcomxi aicgcntro^jfem 

2)ie Ddmmerung Btad^ nun l^erein ; 

2J^lt n?inft ijon femen »§ugeln 
«§eru6er njclf er SGBdnbe ©d^in, 

2)ie ©d^titte ju Bepgeln* 

® fd^njieg ber ©turm, bag SBetter fd^njanb; 

gro)^ baf eg fortgejogen, 
@))tang uBer'g ganje «&aibelanb 

5)er Junge 3flegen6ogen, 
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And gradually the hills drew nigh, 

In setting sunlight tinted ; 
And cottage windows on the eye 

Beneath the brown thatch glinted. 

A sign-board at the gable swung, 

Symbolically reeling ; 
And voice and violin loud rung, 

In merry chorus pealing. 

I soon turned in and took my seat. 

And with my jug sat sipping 
In solitude, while flying feet 

Along the floor were tripping. . 

Fresh blooming damsels in the ring. 
Their slender limbs quick-glancing, 

Lithe in the turn, light in the spring. 
With bold moss-troopers dancing. 

Rude hands beat time and spurred heels clashed, 
Rough rhythmic measure keeping ; 

The strain from joy to sorrow dashed, 
Now laughing and now weeping. 



Die Haideschenke. 29 

S)ie «@ftgel nal^ten a%inad^; 

2)le ©onne trieg im ©infen 
STOit noti^ ijott aio]^ bag Btaune S)a(3^, 

Sief |>eK ble Senfier Hinf en. 

2tm ©ietel tanjte, n)ie 6rrauf(3^t, 

2)e0 SBeineg grfiner Seiger; 
Unb ala 1(3^ fireublg l^ingelaufd^t, 

«&5rt t(3^ ©efang unb ©eiger. 

SBalb fel^rt' id^ ein, unb fe|e mi(3^ 

Sltlein mlt mcincm ,ftruge; 
5ln mx ijorfiter brel^te flc^ 

5)er ^anj in tafc^em Sluge. 

Die 2)imen njorun frifc^ unb {ung 

Unb l^atten fc^Ianfe SeiBer, 
©or flinf im ©tel^en, leid^t im ©))tung, . 

SDie SBurfc^e — n?aren 3flduBer. 

Die «&dnbe ttafc^tcn unb im Xaft 

«&ea flirrt beg ®)3omea @ifen; 
DaS 8ieb firol^Iotfet unb cS Hagt 

©c^njermfttl^ig fiil^ne ffieifen. 



30 The Heath Inn. 

A robber sings : ' How happy we, 
Brave brothers, in our calling ! ' 

But still I marked, 'mid his wild glee, 
The furtive tear-drop felling. 

The captain, silent, sits apart, 
His bronzfed brow low sinking. 

Abstractedly, as though his heart 
Were on his fortunes thinking. 

From his dark eye a restless light 
Breaks through the raven lashes, 

As glares the wild-fire in the night. 
In momentary flashes. 

But still the wassail din waxed high, 
Spurs ringing, song still flowing ; 

I saw him push the wine-cup by. 
Its merry round still going. 



Beside the chief a maiden sits. 
In youthful beauty glowing ; 

And willingly the dance she quits, 
A daughter's reverence showing. 



Die Haidesclienke. 3 1 

^\xi flflfiuBer flngt : „2Bit jinb fo frei, 

®o fc% tnclne SBtuber!" 
2Im SuBeln felneS STOunb'g J?orM 

©(^leid^t eine ^tdne nleber. 



SDer «&au)3tmann |l^t, auf feinen 2trm 
5)a8 Btaune 9tntli^ fenfenb, 

©r fd^eittt entrust bem lauten ©(^njorm, 
aCBie an fein ©d^itffal benfenb- 

!£)a^ Seuer feiner 2tugen Brid^t 
«&lttbm:d^ bie finfiern SSrauen, 

Sie 9io(^tg Im SBalb ber %\mm 8t(3^t 
Durd^ SSufd^e Iji ju f(^auett 

SBdc^ji ater ®ang unb S^jomgeflirr 

0lun ful^ner ben ©enojfen, 
©el^' id^ bag leere SBeingefd^ltr 

3^tt frdftig nicberjioj|m- 

eitt STOdbel flfet an feiner Self 
®(3^eint il^n alS ^Rinb ju el^ren 

Unb geme l^ier ber Srd^Ud^feit 
5)eg S^anjeg ju enttel^ten. 



32 The Heath Inn. 

He gazed on her, his looks impart 
The love that gathered round her ; 

And then a pang shot through his heart, 
The dangers that surround her ! 



Still wilder swelled the revelry. 
The gipsy strain grew lighter ; 

Joy mounted up to ecstasy, 
And pleasure's torch burned brighter. 

And e'en the captain seemed to be 
Overcome by joyous feeling ; — 

I thought upon the gallows tree, 
And rose, my thoughts concealing. 

The heath was silent far and nigh, 
The heavens lone watch were keeping ; 

The stars were sparkling, through the sky 
The full orbed moon was sweeping. 

The captain too steals out, looks round, 
With curious gesture peering ; 

He lays his ear upon the ground. 
And strains his sense of hearing. 



Die Haideschenke, 33 

2tuf il^ren gici|ett rul^t fcin Slid 

aj?it Innigcm SBel^agen, 
3ugleid^ auf feineS »^tnb'g ®ef(3^itf 

SUat ^eimlld^em SSeflagcn. 

©tetS irilber in bie ©eclcn geigt 

0lun bie SiS^unerBanbe ; 
2)er greube fufgeg atafen jieigt, 

i&aut auf jum l^o^jien SBranbe. 

Unb felBji beg »§au^tmannS 9tngejld^t 

«&at greube ixBerfommett ; — 
5)a bad^t' \6:i an bag «&oc^geri(^t, 

Unb %\x<% l^inaug BeHommen, 



I)ie «&aibe irat fo fiill, fo leer, 
9tm «§immel nur tt:ar SeBen ; 

3(^ fa)^ ber ©teme jiral^Ienb «&eer 
Urn ben SSoHmonb f(^nje6en. 



5)er «&au)3tniann au(3^ entfc^IicJ^ bem «§auS, 

9J?it n?ac^fatner ©eBerbe 

adihcjg l^orc^t' er in bie 0lac^t l^inauS, 

S)ann l^otd^t er in bie ©rbe, 
c 



34 The Heath Inn, 

If haply hence he hint might gain, 

Or note of danger sounding, 
Or hear hussars upon the plain, 

On clattering war-horse bounding. 

No sound — ^he gazed on moon and stars 
* In cloudless grandeur sailing. 
Heaven's concave in their glittering cars, 
Such thoughts mayhaps prevailing : 

* O thou that in white robe I see, 

Ye stars that glitter yonder. 
How blessed in your security, 

Through Heaven's high courts ye wander ! ' 

Again he listened — up he sprang, 
And, 'mid his comrades rushing^ 

Shrill and distinct his accents rang, 
The boisterous tumult hushing. 



And ere my heart could pulsate three. 
Quick to the summons starting, 

Each trooper sat in saddle-tree, 
Loud clanged their hoofs departing. 



Die Haideschenke. 35 

06 tt vx^i l^dre fd^on ben ^tt 

©reilenber ©cfal^ren, 
06 leife nid^t ber ©runb ijerrtetl^ 

9tnft3rengenbe «&ufaren. 



(5r ]^5rte nid^tg, ba BUeB a: fiel^n, 

Urn in bie l^Ken ©terne. 
Urn in bctt l^tten SKonb ju fcl^'n, 

2tte mod^t' er fagen geme : 

„0 SKonb im tt?eif en Unfd^ulbafleib ! 

%^x ©teme bort, un jal^lig ! 
3n euret fHtlen ©id^erl^eit, 

aBienjanberti^rfofelig!" 

(& loufd^te njieber unb er ftjtang 
Unb rief l^inein gum «&aiife, 

Unb feiner ©timme STOac^t Jjerfd^Iang 
Uri)ldftti(]^ bag ®e6taufe. 

Unb Aj bag «&erj mir breimal \^\vi% 

Da faf en fie ju ^erbe, 
Unb auf unb baJ?on im fd^netlen Slug, 

!£)af rings ertett bie @rbe. 



36 The Heath Inn, 

But still the gipsies, roisterers bold, 
Prolonged the waning revel, 

And many an antique ballad trolled 
Of Rucocksky the rebel. 
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2)ix]^ ble Sisemter BlieBen l^ler, 

Die feurigen ©efeUen, 
Unb frielten alte Slebtr mir, 

aiucodEff^'g beS SteMen. 



38 John Euler, 



JOHN EULER. 

(from the GERMAN OF SEIDL.) 

* T T ARK ! Martha, there's a knock outside; let in 
A A the man, I pray ; 

Perchance 'tis some poor pilgrim, that has wandered 

from his way. 
God save thee, valiant warrior! Be seated at our 

board ; 
Our bread is white and kneaded well, our drink is freshly 

poured.' 

* I need not food, I need not drink ; but be it under- 

stood, 
If that you be John Euler, I'll have your heart's best 

blood ! 
Know you the debt of burning hate I've longed for 

months to pay ? — 
Then I had a brother well-beloved, that brother thou 

didst slay. 



Hans Euler. 39 



^anS filter. 
(Son ©elbl.) 

„«§ord^, STOortl^c, braufen ^)od^t eS; gc)^', la^ ben aWann 

l^ercin, 
@a njirb ein armer $ilger, ber fl* Joerlrrte, fein ! — 
®ru^ ©ott, bu fd^mutfer ,ftrteger! nimm $Ia^ axi 

unferm ^ifd^ ; 
S)a8 SBrob Ijl wei^ unb Totfer, ber %xml ifl l^ett unb 

„ „©a ifl nid^t %XQixd, nt^t @^lfe, wona^ eg 0lot^ mir 

S)o(]^, fo i^r feib «§attS (Suler, fo will i^ euer 

SBIut! 
SBift i^fc, S)or SD^onben l^aB' Id^ eud^ noti^ al8 Selnb 

Bebro^t; 
3)ort l^att' i^ einen SBruber, ben 'SBruber fci^tugt il^r 

tobt. 



40 John Euler. 

• 

* 1 saw him writhing on the ground ; ere he gave up his 

breath, 
1 swore an oath, or soon or late on thee to avenge his 
death.' 

* And what though I have slain him ? 'twas in the cause 

of right ; 
And if you will avenge, I shrink not from the fight 

* But not within the house we fight, not within door and 

wall, 
In presence of the household ties for which I stand or 

fall! 
Martha, the sword, you know the sword, that laid the 

traitor low ; 
Tyrol, although I come not back, can meet th' invading 

foe.' 

Then up the rocky pass they took their solitary 

way; 
Mom opened wide her golden gates, forth peeped the 

new-bom day. 
John Euler first, the while behind the strai\ger followed 

fast, — 
The rising sun upon their forms its rosy radiance 

cast. 



Hans Euler. 41 

Unb aid er rang am SBobett; ba fi^toor i^ ed 

il^mgleid^, 
J)a^ id^ il^n rdd^en njoUe, frul^ obcr frcit, 

aneud^!"" 
„Unb ^ab' l^ i^n erfd^Iagen, fo war's im 

red^ten ©treit, 
Unb fommt i^ il^n ju rdd^en, — ^wol^Ian! 

i(3^ bin Bereit ! 

Soc^ nt(^t tm »&aufe Knti)f' id^, ni^t gwlfi^en 

^ur' unb SBanb; 
3m 5lngefid^te beffen, wofur'i^ jhritt unb 

fianb. 
2)en SdBel a^artl^, xot\\% bu?— womit id^ 

il^nerfd^Iug; 
Unb foil \^ ttimmer fommen — %^fi\ iji 

gro^genug!" 

@ie gel^en mit einanbtr ben nal^en SelS 

l^inan; 
@eln gulben ^or l^at eBen ber STOorgen 

aufgetl^an ; — 
2)er »&atta Jjoran, ber JJrembe red^t rujilg 

l^interbrein, 
Unb ]^5^er jietS mlt SBeiben ber liete @onnens» 

fc^eln. 



42 John Euler. 

They topped the mountain's soaring crest ; and now 

the Alpine scene, 
The wonderful, the great, stood forth arrayed in dazzling 

sheen, — 
The sunken vales in silvery robes of misty vapour 

dressed. 
With the huts between their arms, and the herds upon 

their breast. 

Far o'er the thundering torrent, cliff on cliff clomb stem 

and high. 
Beneath the waving pinewoods, aboye the free blue 

sky; 
And lost to sight, yet circled by God's peace as by a 

band, 
Deep shrined in hut and heart the true old spirit of the 

land. 

They paused and gazed ; the stranger^s hand his blade 
now feebly pressed, 

John pointed to his native vale in burning beauty 
dressed : 

* For this fair land, when with its foes thy brother basely 
stood. 

For this I fought, for this my sword has drunk the foe- 
man's blood.' 



Hans Euler, 43 

^:km fie^'n f!c an ber ©Jjifte— ba liegt bie 

9llt)enn}elt, 
2)ie njunberSore, grofe, s?or il^nen 

aufgcl^eUt; 
©efunf'nc 0leBeI geigcn ber ^dler reid^ 

STOit »&utten in ben Slrmen, mit »&crbcn an 
bcr SBrufl; 

Dagnjifd^n SfHefenBdd^, baninter ,RIuft an 

2)aneBen SBalberfronen, barfiber freic 

8ufi! 
Uttb fld^tbar nid^t, bo^ ful^Ibar, i>m ©otted 

Olu^' umfreijl; 
3n «§utten unb in »&erjen ber alien Sreue 

®eifi. 

Da^ fel^'n bie SBeiben broBen, bem^Stemben 

flnft bie «&anb; 
*@an@ aber jeigt l^inunter auf^ IteSe 

ajaterlanb; 
„5iir bag \j(&' id^ gefo(]^ten, bein SBruber 

^at'8 Bebro^t; 
Siir bag l^aB' i^ gefhritten, fur bag fc^Iug id^ 

il^n tobt!" 



44 John EuUr. 

The stranger looked, and then on John he turned his 

kindling gaze, 
He strives to raise his arm — in vain, his arm he cannot 

raise. 
* And what though you have killed him, it was Freedom 

struck the blow ; 
And if you will forgive me, come, my wrath I here forego/ 



Hans Euler, 45 

J)er Srembe fle^t l^tnunter, flel^t «&anfen in'S 

(Sr win ben 3lnn erl^Ben, ben 3ltm er^t er 

nl^t; 
„Unb l^afl bu ll^n erfd^Iagen, fo icar'S im re^ten 

©trelt, * 

Unb witlfl bu mir Joergell^en, fomm', "gang, id^ 

blntereit!" , 



